ALONG THE ROAD
actual being insufficiently lively, they hanker
after mythology/and the facts, however curious,
beautiful and \-aried, are a disillusionment. It is
only the society of their fellow-tourists, with
whom they conspire, every now and then, to
make a little oasis of home in the foreign wilder-
ness, coupled with the consciousness of a social
duty done, that keeps them even moderately
cheerful in the face of the depressing facts of
travel

Your genuine traveller, on the other hand, is
so much interested in real things that he does not
find it necessary to believe in fables. He is in-
satiably curious, he loves what is unfamiliar for
the sake of its unfamiliarity, he takes pleasure in
every manifestation of beauty. It would be ab-
surd, of course, to say that he is never bored.
For it is practically impossible to travel without
being sometimes bored. For the tourist3 a large
part of almost every day is necessarily empty.
Much time, to begin with, must be spent in
merely getting from place to place. And when
the sights have been seen, the sight-seer finds him-
self physically weary and with nothing particular
to do* At home, among one's regular occupa-
tions, one is never bored. Ennui is essentially a
holiday feeling. (Is it not the chronic disease
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